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in all its fury, I cannot enter on a detailed account of
the events of that sad, memorable day. I can only in a
few words mention what took place. On the previous
day 87 men of a native cavalry regiment had, before
the whole garrison of the place, been put in irons for
repeated persistent disobedience. Though there was a
large European force a native guard was put over the
prisoners, who were confined in a place close to their
comrades. No precaution was taken against their
rescue. On the evening of the next day, Sunday, as
the Europeans were gathering for Church, the Sepoys
rose, murdered their officers, hastened to the parade
ground, liberated their imprisoned comrades, opened the
jails, raised all the villainy of the native town, massacred
the Christians whom they met, men, women, and chil-
dren, set houses on fire, and then set out for Delhi, the
great old imperial city. There they were welcomed by
the titular king and his family, and there, as at Meerut,
they murdered all the Christians on whom they could lay
hold. By the mismanagement of the large European
force at Meerut, a small portion of which was well able
to cope with the Sepoys, they did not arrive on the scene
of revolt till the Sepoys had done all the mischief on
which they were bent, and had set out for Delhi.
That loth of May we remember vividly. We had had
our usual afternoon service with the native Christians.
In the evening we walked out in the garden. The
moon was shining in an unclouded sky. Hot though
the weather was we enjoyed our quiet walk, talked of
the services of the day, and the threatening appearance
of affairs. Little did we think- of the terrible scenes
which were then being enacted at Meerut.
The outbreak at Meerut awoke as with a peal of the